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better than his own soul. So she could sleep like a
child while he kept anxious watch.

At last he rose and left the hut, but he came back
to gaze once more upon the sleeping princess. Thrice
he went away and thrice returned for one last^ look.
Then, with his lips compressed and his eyes tightly
closed in agony, he broke away and ran at great speed
through the forest.

The princess awoke from her profound and dream-
less sleep refreshed and happy ; but when she found
that she was alone a sudden terror seized her.

" Nala," she cried, " my lord and master, why
hast thou left me ? " Then she laughed gently,
assuring herself that it was all a jest, and she called out
playfully to her husband thinking that he was hiding
not far away. But there was no answer to her call.

She rose to her feet, staggered out of the hut, and
ran back and forward crying out as if she had been
driven mad by her grief. But in a short time this fury
spent itself and she began to blame her selfishness.
Surely Nala was in danger somewhere and in need of
her help while she, the faithless one, spent precious
time in useless wailing; and with this thought in her
heart she plunged into the depths of the forest.

But as she ran blindly on with stumbling feet
through the tangled undergrowth a great snake
seized her and wrapped its hideous coils about her
body. " Nala/5 she cried," Nala, help me! For if I
die what will my lord do who has such sore need of me ?
And when he comes again to health and wealth how
will he enjoy these good things without me ? "